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Fabien must have spent that night wandering along the
deserted river bank near the Champ de Mars and the Magic
City. It was not raining, but his clothing was drenched with
mist. Just before dawn he found himself at his own door.
Fumblingly he undressed, and when morning came was shiver-
ing with fever. When the maid arrived to do his room he asked
her to put a jug of milk and some aspirin on the table, and leave
him to sleep. He had always looked on illness as a soporific drug,
a strange world in which he could lose himself, a road beckoning
him to a rest without end. Who was it that had said to him that
action is but another form of sleep? The restless persons of this
world are but sleepers. Real life lies elsewhere. The odd thing
was that he -felt neither anxiety nor remorse. He kept on re-
peating to himself a single line of poetry: Puisque cest si pen nous
quifaisons notre vie. He felt deep sunk in security because nobody^
nobody at all, would come. He had to struggle for his breath.
Had he, perhaps, developed congestion of the lungs? He lay
struck down by the weight of a deadening slumber, shot through
with a sense of something that was almost dreaming, only to
sink once mor* into a sort of burning torpor. Somebody, a man,
opened the door. He saw Mainz taking off his overcoat. He closed
his eyes, making believe he slept. A cool hand was laid upon his
forehead and fingers pressed his wrist. He heard Mainz whisper-
ing on the landing, telling somebody the address of a doctor.

That night, after the doctor had gone, he opened his eyes and
saw in an armchair the figure of the Jew whom he knew so
little, watching beside his bed. At dawn it was still there, and
came across to lift his head that he might drink. Another day the
sick man opened his eyes and saw his mother. She leaned down
to kiss him, and he recognized the mingled smell of lavender,
naphtha-balls and orris-root which had always hung about the
room where he and Joseph had said their evening prayers. Later,
he was conscious of a priest whispering in his ear.
"A woman, my sons"
He made a sign of assent with his eyes.